The treachery of Jason 


Author: Julietds 

Bands: Metallica 

Characters: James Hetfield, Jason Newsted, Lars Ulrich 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Jun 23 2016 12:04:39 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


The treachery of Jason 


Author's Notes: 

If you're looking for some drama, this is a tragedy with a capital T! | was in the mood to write something 
different, last night. I'm posting it now just because my internet connection didn't work, though. Anyway, the 
plot is based on the Greek myth of Jason's treachery. 


In short: Jason (Jason) is married to Medea (James) and he vows before the Gods (since she's the 
granddaughter of the sun god Helios) he's gonna love her forever. In my version of the story, they're in love 
with each other (| changed a couple of things). Anyway, when in Corinth, (and this is where my version differs 
from the original one) he lays his eyes on Creusa (Lars), daughter of the king of Corinth. He breaks his vow to 
love Medea forever and when she finds out, she goes insane and avenges herself by giving to Creusa a cursed 
dress as a wedding gift, that sticks to her body and burns her to death. Creusa also kills her own children 
before leaving on a chariot of dragons sent by her grandfather. Lonely and unhappy, Jason dies of heartache. 


| knew it. 


| knew it since we went ashore in Corinth, hand in hand, my gaze and mind enraptured by the most 


unbelievable beauty my eyes ever laid on, standing on the shore, that our marriage was doomed to fail. 


Not our love, just our union, James. | vowed that | would be yours forever, but | was just a human. Could you 


trust me? You risked. 


Nobody told me back then, what | would've been through because of your rage. Aeolus tried to warn me, but | 


was mesmerized by the virgin blossom he was. It was impossible for me to avert my eyes. 

One change in the wind and the Gods turned all against me, your fiery wrath poured on me like lava 

It wasn't me, | told you! | knew | spoke in vain, though. 

| would've carved my heart out of my chest and would've given it to you, if only it would've fixed something. 
But it wasn't up to me. It was cruel of Aphrodite to rip me from your arms, showing me the true face of 
love. 

It was a cruel moment of pure bliss. 

And | fell. 


| fell like a wounded warrior. 


| fell for Lars, that was the name of my beloved one. A whirlwind of the softest, hazel curls the Earth had 


ever seen and green gems that rivaled the gleam of the endless Elysian fields. 
His grace was beyond compare, even for you, darling. 


| saw your eyes fill with fury, | admired your gorgeous facial features being tainted by torment. Never, not 


even when we satisfied each other's wildest lusts in the dead of night, have | ever seen you so fired up. 


The intimidating sparkle | saw in your eyes shook me to the depths and.. | missed out on a detail. A single detail 
that changed everything, as you tricked me into thinking | could get away with murder before your eyes. The 
only thing you asked for, was time. One night to pack your bags, before leaving. Exiled, according to the King's 


will. 


| was already there, standing on the altar, waiting for my future spouse To join me, when you sneaked into his 


room, as vicious as sly, to give him your wedding gift. A deathly gift. 


By nightfall, it was too late. 


The flames of your revenge flared all over his body, the cursed dress you gave him was now scorched and 


torn to pieces. Nothing compared to my love lost, though. 


In his naivety, he welcomed you and lost his life because of love itself, for | had been so treacherous and fool 
enough to fall out of favor both with Hera and with you. Thats what happens to traitors like me: they end up 
lonely, pitiful, worthless. Left with nothing but a sad story to tell. 


Moreover, before leaving with a gust of wind, you added insult to injury, slaughtering the outcome of our love. 


The evening before the foul deed occurred, hours before the marriage, | heard our children’s nurse spew her 
venom all over our misfortune. That witch said your wild character, which was probably even worse than the 
terrible nature of haughty people, would kill them, sooner or later. The dark clouds of complaints lingering over 
you would burn everything down, she said. "But what can you expect from such an arrogant, untamable creature 


riddled by grief” 
| wanted to kill her, instead | didn't do anything. 
| knew she was right but | was too busy and too in love to care. And you killed them. No, your rage killed ‘em. 


Now, David will never learn how to fight like his dad used to and Dahlia will never look up at me with those 
beautiful blue eyes that reminded me so much of yours. Was it worth it? Who cared anyway? There was 
nothing | could do, after all. | had already lost everything when Lars was burnt alive, there was nothing left to 


fight for. 


| was skin and bones, love had left my soul, reason had abandoned my mind, refusing to share its time and 
value with such a fool. 


It was right, you know? 


| was a fool from the very beginning, | became one, eons before | met Lars's gaze. That was just a spark of 
truth. It was all it took for my real self to come out, my malevolent fate was already written in stars and we 


couldn't have known it. 


So when you'll shed your tears from the highest skies tonight, remember, my sweet James, that whereas 


your wounds will heal, mine can't. 


| was born to be doomed. | fought and killed to dock my ship where | didn't know | would've faced what tears 
men apart. Love, | thought. | was meant to fall from the very beginning and now here | am, lonely and destined 


to live what's left of a miserable life, waiting to die. 


That was written in stars, James, it wasn't our fault. It took me a long time to get rid of my resentment for 


you and, mostly, for myself, but now that I'm spent and threadbare, | finally get it. 


And | hope someday, even if that'll be a long time from now, when I'll be burning in the Netherworld, Ill 


deserve your forgiveness and maybe, just maybe, I'll deserve your love too. 


After all, that's all | ever asked for. 


